
The Ri for" of 

No yet time femes, wherein you may redeems 
Your banifht honors, and reftoreyourfelues, 

Into the good thoughts of the world agame: 

Reuenge the ieering and difdaind contempt 
Ofthisproud King, who Audits day and night 
Toanfwcreallthe debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloudie payment of your deaths? 
Therefore I fay. 

IVor. Peace coofin,fay no more. 

And now 1 will vnclafpe a fccrct booke. 

And to your quicke concerning difeontents 
lie read you matter deepe and dangerous, 

Asfull of perill and aduenterous fpirit. 

As to o’rewalke a Current roring lowd. 

On the vnftedfaft footing ofafpeare. _ 

Hot. If he fall in ; good-night,or finke oriwim, 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the W eft, 

So honor erode it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapplctO the bloud moreftirs 
T o rowfc a Lyon, than to ftart a Hare. 

North. Imagination of fome great exploit 
. Driucs him beyond the bounds of patience. 

By heauenme thinks itwere an eafie leape. 

To plucke bright honor from the pale-fac d Moone, 

Or diue into the bottome of the deepe. 

Where fadome line could ncucr touch the ground. 
And plucke vp drowned honour by the locks, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence might weare ■» 

Without corriuall all her dignities: 

. But out vpon this halfe fact fellow Hup. 

jVor. He apprehends a world offigures heere, 

. But not the forme of wbat he fhould attend, 

. Good coofm giue me audience for a while. 



Hot. I cry you mercy, 

yvor. Thofe fame noble Scots that are your priloners. 
Hot. lie keepc them all} 

• By God he fhall not haue a Scot of them, 

1 No.ifa Scot wouldfaue his (oule,he (hall not. 
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Ilekeepethetn by this hand. 

yvor. You fljiirtaway, 

And lend no eare vnto my purpolcs: 

Thofe piifomrs you hall keepe. 

Hot Nay, l will: thats flat: 

He laid he would not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer: 

But I wi'l fiude him when he aes a lleepe. 

And in his care lie hollo Mortimer: 

Nay, He haue a ftarling lhalbe taught to fpeake 

Nothing but Mtirtimcr 3 and giuc it biro* 

To keepc his anger ftill in motion. 

IVor. Hearevou coolena word. 

Hot. All ftudies here 1 folemnly dene, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Bullingbrooke, 

And that fame fword and buckler Prince of W ales. 

But that I thmke bis father loues him not. 

And would be glad he met with fomc mifchancc: 

I would haue him poifoned with a pot of Ale. 

tv or. Farewell kinlman, lie talke to you 
When you are better temperdto attend. 

Nor! Why what a wafpe-tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou , to breake into this womans raoodc, 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot . Why loo! cyou,I am whi. t and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netlcd, and (lung with pifmres, when 1 hearc 
Ofthnvile poH if n Bulling! rooke. 

In Richards time, what do you call the place? 

A plague vpon it, it is in Glocefterfhire; 

T was where the mad- cap Duke hisvnde kept, 

Hisvncte Yorke.whcrel hrfl bowtd my knee 
Vnto tbisKingof fniles, this Bullingbrooke: 

Zblood.when you and he camebacke from Rauenfpurgh. 

Hor. At Barkly caftle. Hot. You fay true. 

Why what a candle dcale of curtefie, 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me, 

I.ooke when this infant fortune came to age, 

And gentle Harry Percy, and kinde coofen; 
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